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night that followed was horrible. Fabien lay in the upper bunk
of their sleeper, hearing through the noises of the train his
brother's paroxysms of coughing, and the sound of the spitoon
rattling on the shelf.

For a day or two it seemed as though the air of the country
would check the progress of disease. But one night a sudden
haemorrhage showed that it had returned with redoubled
strength. The summer became a nightmare. The noise of cough-
ing tore the siesta hours to shreds, and even the scent of the
pines could not overpower the stench of iodoform, though the
windows were kept always wide open. Madame Dezaymeries
insisted on Fabien spending his days in the air, at the mercy of
the hot sun. She stood at the door of the room sphere her other
son lay dying, intent on keeping the young and healthy life from
coming near. As he wandered through the damp heat that hung
above the stream, Fabien fancied that he could still hear the
sound of coughing.

A night came when he was awakened by the noise of ominous
retchings. He heard a door creak, voices whispering, and the
clink of china. He got up. The pitchpine of the stairs was cool
to his bare feet. He crept to the closed door and caught from
within the low murmur of frightened words: "Is it hopeless?
Am I going to die?" and the voice of Madame Dezaymeries
replying, "Yes, my boy, it is quite hopeless." "Have I still a
month or two to live?" "No, Joseph, no." "A few weeks,
then?.. ." Fabien put his hands over his ears, went back to his
room, and stood leaning on the wooden balcony. The sound of
living waters reached him. A dark blur of tree-tops half concealed
the stars. A bird's note sounded like a sob.

During the days that followed, Madame Dezaymeries, as she
ate her hurried meals, took note of Fabien's pallor. More than
once she seemed to be on the point of issuing an order, but
hesitated. At last she spoke. The doctors had said that he ought
to go away at once. Joseph might linger on for months. It would
be better for Fabien. to return to Paris before the end of the